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Ave Stella Maris! 
Hail, Star of The Sea! 


By Catherine Doherty 











The apostolate of Madonna 
House has opened a branch in 
Portland, Oregon; and has called 
it Stella Maris House. Mary, Star 
of the Sea! 

Our official mandate, given us 
by His Excellency, the Most Rev. 
Edward Howard, Archbishop of 
Portland, is that we work in in- 
dustrial relations; in housing; in 
interracial work with Negroes, 
Orientals, Indians, Mexicans and 
Americans of Spanish descent; 
in home visitations; and in the 
instruction of converts. 


TWO THIS YEAR 


This year of grace, 1957, has 
given us two foundations in the 
United States. On last May 17th, 
the tenth anniversary of the op- 
ening of Madonna House, Com- 
bermere, Miss Catherine Mayn- 
ard opened the door of an adobe 
house in Winslow, Arizona—the 
Casa de Neustra Senora. 

On May 28th I left Comber- 
mere, headed for Oregon with 
Mary Katherine Rowland, the di- 
rector of the new house, and Di- 
ane Zdunich, her assistant. We 
decided on the name Stella Maris 
because Portland, though not on 
the ocean, is, nevertheless a 
great sea port; a gathering place 
for sailors and voyagers of all 
kinds. And Our Lady is the guid- 
ing star of all who travel through 
this life, the star shining on this 
sea of life. 

We prayed to her under that 
title, asking her to take charge of 
the new venture. 

Have you ever truly “felt” Our 
Lady take over any undertaking 
of yours—take it over complete- 
ly? We of Madonna House—or 
Domus Dominae, as our Secular 
Institute is to be called — have 
always felt our lady helping us 
in our work. This time we felt 
ae take over the work complete- 
y! 

CITY OF ROSES 

I have seldom been so breath- 
less! Twenty-seven years in the 
Lay Apostolate gets one used to 
the unusual. But this city of 
roses is more than the unusual. 
It is something of a miracle. 

In less than five days after our 
arrival we have become the vir- 
tual owners of an entire city 
block. We have leased a property 
for five years, with the privilege 
of buying it. Our landlords are 
the good Dominican Fathers of 
Holy Rosary Church. The prop- 
erty includes an old parochial 
school, complete with gymnasium 
and class rooms, a courtyard, and 
an eighteen-room house that 
used to be the convent of the 
nuns who taught in the school. 

Changing conditions have 
emptied the block of children and 











of nuns; but the Knights of Col- 
umbus use the school building 
for their marvelous recreational 
work with 125 to 150 boys. We 
have sublet the school to the 
Knights. 

A CHAPEL! ALLELULIA! 

We shall have a chapel in the 
house, with the Blessed Sacra- 
ment reserved, Allelulia. But 
eighteen rooms are not easy to 
fill, no matter what use one puts 
them to; and we shall find many 
uses for them. 

The Rev. Father Martin Do- 
herty, pastor of St. Mary’s in Al- 
bany, Oregon, a brother of Eddie, 
my husband, has provided many 
wonderful things for our chapel; 
but we sort of think Our Lady 
would like a wee bit of help from 
all over the U.S.A. 

Others have provided beds for 
us, pillow cases, sheets, towels— 
the latter all shiny new from a 
big department store—a washing 
machine, a sewing machine, some 
tables and chairs, a_ frigidaire 
and a stove—these on loan—and 
many many other things. 

But there are still many ob- 
jects we need. May I list some of 
them here? Three typewriters. 
At least three. Card files, the 3x5 
type. Material for curtains. 
Paints, especially gray, for porch 
and steps. Garden tools, espec- 
ially rakes and spades. We have 
a lovely garden in which to make 
a shrine for Our Lady—amid the 
roses, and under our one and only 
fruitful fig tree. Ordinary house 
tools. Cleansing materials, floor 
wax paste, detergents, soaps, 
Catholic magazine subscriptions, 
Catholic truth pamphlets, Rosar- 
ies and other religious articles, 
bedding—blankets particularly— 
kitchen ~-utensils, China, _ sliver- 
ware from the five and dime, sew- 
ing supplies, and grocery staples 
such as tea, coffee, flour, sugar, 
canned goods. AND OF COURSE, 
AND MOST OF ALL, CASH. 
Pennies, dimes, quarters, dollars 
—O how we need them. We also 
need YOUR PRAYERS. 

Please address all donations of 
goods to: ~ 

STELLA MARIS HOUSE, 

208 Weidler St. N.E. 

Portland, Oregon. 

MOST EXCITING! 


And please make all checks 
payable to “Stella Maris House 
Inc.” We are incorporated as a 
non-profitable charitable instit- 
ution under the law of the State 
of Oregon, so our receipts will 
serve as proofs of tax deductions. 

It is more than exciting to feel 
Our Lady take over. I can say the 
same about feeling Our Lady’s 
children helping her to take over. 

The house in North William 
street, occupied for so many years 
by Friendship House, will be va- 
cated as soon as possible; and the 
personnel will come into the op- 
erations of our Madonna House 
apostolate. Miss Mabel Knight, 
the former director of that 
Friendship House has already 
left for Combermere. Miss Eliz- 
abeth Teevan, “Teevy” to thous- 
ands and thousands of the very 
poor in New York, Chicago, and 
Portland, will remain in the rose 
city as “chaperone”. Her room 
will be right next door to the 
chapel. 





























DIANE EN ROUTE | 


On her way to Porland, Miss 
Diane Zdunich stopped off for 
a few days at Marian Centre, Ed- 
monton. Diane, you may remem- 
ber, was a Staff Worker at Ma- 
donna House until she was trans- 
ferred to the new foundation in 
Oregon. She was also a member 
of the staff of RESTORATION. 

The girl was born with a lot of 
ink in her blood. And she isn’t 
afraid to shed that ink. In this 
letter, written to a friend in Ma- 
donna House, she pens a picture 
of Marian Centre no one else has 
managed to give us—with inks 
of any color. Diane could get a 
job on a metropolitan newspaper, 
if she wanted one. Listen! — 

“There is such peace and joy in 
this house! It is alive and work- 
ing in every one. The Brothers 
Christopher participate in it. 
Doubtlessly this is one of the 
things which brings them back 
day after day. Dot Phillips says 
many people are ‘dumbfounded’ 
by the fact that our Christophers 
give no trouble to Marian Center. 
There are quite a few rough char- 
acters among them, and in other 
places where they are known to 
gather there have been small 
riots and some destruction of 
property. ; 

“Yet here the very same men 
are at peace, and they are kind 
and considerate to one another. 
Dot says she thinks the presence 
of Christ in the Blessed Sacra- 
ment is what causes the peace to 
permeate everywhere. This must 
be true because this peace is too 
strong to be a merely human 





The 
Broken Vase 


For St. Mary Magdalen 
By Catherine 











All fears depart; 

All shame vanishes. 

Love is as soft 

As skins of a white doe. 

Love is a mantle 

Red, like fire, and all aglow. 

The road is straight — 

Nothing exists except two dusty 
feet. 

Silver and gold look shabby, 

Tarnished, unworthy to 

touched. 

Or laid in the dust — 

Or the polished floors — 

Beneath His feet. 


be 


The priceless vase, 

Filled with imprisoned essence 
Of all the fragrant things 
That earth can give, 

Is but a token 

Of what a heart would place 
Beneath His feet. 


No water can wash off 

The dust of pain — 

But tears that well 

From a wounded heart, 

Fired with all that love can con- 
tain 

Can wash away the dust. 

But even when all this has been 
done 

Love has not even begun 

To speak. 

But then, 

Can it express in words 

The shadow of what it feels? 

No! 


thing. Yet the souree -of--it~¢at-+Only.-its broken_pieces, 


ways being Christ) must be trac-' 
ed too, to the fact that Christ is 
dwelling and working in the staff 
here, the visiting volunteers and 
the other volunteers—and in the 
Christophers themselves.” 

An editor might be permitted 
to elbow his way in through the 
crowd of readers at this point to 
explain that the phrase “Broth- 
ers Christopher” is our own lan- 
guage for the men who come to 
Marian Center, and our other 
houses, for food, warmth, and a 
kind word, or two. The world re- 
fers to them as_ tramps, bo’s 
bundle stiffs, moochers, bums, 
or “down and outs’. But each is 
a “Christ bearer” to us; and each 
is a brother. 

Christ is The Tie 

Diane continues: 

“All who enter here must sure- 
ly get the sense of belonging to 
the family of Christ, of being 
bound by the bond of His love 
upon entering here. 

“The building is on its way. 
The foundation isn’t completed 
yet. In fact the hole isn’t all dug 
out, yet it looks like a very prom- 
ising hole. Marvin and Paul have! 
been working out there today, 
and the men volunteers are going 
to help with the digging tonight. 
Which is a place to stop and ex- 
claim .. . ‘what wonderfu vol- 
unteers!’ Some spend as many as 
four nights a week working here. 
They are daily Communicants. 
Their spiritual foundation is like 
our own. Mass, Communion, med- 
itation, spiritual reading, and the 
little things. Marvin and Paul 
are very zealous hard-working 
young men. They are looking 
forward with joy to knowing and 
being with all the family at M.H. 
when the time comes. 


“Please keep in your prayers 


everyone in the whole’ world. 
There are a lot of people living 
and dying today — without real- 
izing they have ever lived. Lots 
of Love in Our Lady and Her 
Son.” 





There is a loftier ambition than 
merely to stand high in the world, 
It is to stoop down and lift man- 
kind a little higher. — H. Van 
Dyke. 





Happiness is a perfume you 
cannot pour upon others without 
getting a few drops on yourself.— 





Anonymous. 


ts tears 

And fragrance 

Can try to murmur 

Echoes of its love. 

That is — 

Until a voice bends down 

And picks it up 

And lifts it high 

From darkness unto light, 

Then all is still — 

And the sound of that voice 

Makes whole a broken heart, 

And lo! the heart is now qa vase, 

All sealed again — 

That for eternity will hold 

The fragrance of the voice of 
Him 

Who is Love Incarnate ! ! ! 

Ed’s note—Catherine, for thirty 

years a Franciscan tertiary, be- 

came “Sister Mary Magdalen. 

She was received into the Third 

Order by Fr. Paul of Graymoor. 





Catholic Information 
Centre In Edmonton 











On a busy street of Edmonton’s 
down town, passersby are some- 
what startled to see a shop win- 
dow containing nothing but the 
statue of Our Lady... and at 
her feet an ever changing court 
of pamphlets stating and re- 
stating the truths Her Son 
brought to men. 

She seems to like standing 
there watchnig the faces of the 
people who stop and look at her 
and at the GLAD TIDINGS OF 
HER DIVINE SON. If anyone 
looked closer at her, they would 
understand that her outstretched 
arms bless them, and give them 
graces infinite and beautiful, 
that will help them through 
their whole lives. 

Our Lady of the Market Place 

. is drawing many, delicately 
yet strongly, inside the lovely 
Catholic Centre, a Madonna 
House foundation of last Janu- 
ary. It was manadated then by 
the good Archbishop of Edmon- 
ton, His grace J. H. McDonald, 
and the manadate was accepted 
by Catherine Doherty, Director 
General of Madonna House. 

She appointed Miss Marie Ter- 
ese Langlois or Marite, Director 
of the Centre, which is at 10012— 
102nd av. Telephone 42295. 

Many are the services the Cath- 
olic Information Centre stands 
ready to offer Catholics and 
Non-Catholics interested in learn- 
ing about the faith, not only in 
Edmonton, but on a tr an- 


ada basis. 
(Continued on Page Four) 


This seems best, as Phil can run 


breakfast. 
Work Begins 

“Father Hannon acquainted 
us with a needy family. I brought 
them some of our large supply of 
canned goods. Mother, father, 
and ten children, ate in two days 
what I thought would last a 
week. This was our first house 
visit. Next we visited them with 
pots and pans, a flat iron (we 
have seven), milk, ingredients 
for the baby’s formula, and other 
things. 

“Sunday we picked up another 
family, a mother and seven of 
her ten children, and took them 
to church with us. 

“We are rushing. Always there 
is something or somebody that 
needs us. Today, with Judie, we 
found a “breakfast guest,” a 
lovely little old Spanish lady who 
doesn’t speak a word of English. 
I wish you could have been flies 
on the wall to watch us. We 
grunted and smiled, and tried — 
and even said — a few intelligent 
words. She had come to spend 
the day! I heard her say she 
would get our dinner. It would 
be a “sopa.” I told her we wanted 
a big meal, as we would have 
guests, We didn’t want just soup. 
But it seems the sopa IS a big 
dinner, one of those rice dishes. 

“Last Saturday Father heard 
confessions in our house. 

“Two Brothers Christopher 
walked in, one day last week. 
They had hopped off a freight 
near the church, and Father sent 
-hem to us to be fed. They were 
just soing to have a quick meal 
and flip another freight west. 
But something here “got” them. 

More Work Starts 

“They had a few tearful rem- 
iniscing moments, admitted they 
were ‘homesick’ and offered to 
work for us. I thought of our un- 
painted bathroom, our laundry, 
yur unfinished clothing room! I 
jrove them to church for the 
Rosary, they sitting in the back 
of Judie like a couple of kings. 
They were ashamed to get out at 
church, but I assured them the 


A Love Letter To 
Almighty God 


Eddie Doherty 

















Dear God in heaven and on 
earth: It is wonderful to be home 
again. 

Florida was beautiful. Why 
shouldn’t it be? You made it. 
You made its palms, its thunder- 
ing surf, its healing sun. We 
loved it, Louie and I. Thank you. 
But, I repeat, it is wonderful to 
be home. 

I had thought the violets 
would have disappeared from 
Your woods, and perhaps all the 
columbines too, and the delicate 
flowers of the wintergreen. But 
no. You kept them there to greet 
me, even this late in June! 

A Woman I Love 

You made me think of a wo- 
man I know, one I love very 
much. I sent her a bouquet of 
violets for one of her anniversar- 
ies. But she didn’t thank me for 
them. She ignored the incident. 
I didn’t know what was the mat- 
ter with her, until she chided me 
for having forgotten her anni- 
versary. 
“But I sent you violets’, I said. 
“I sent you enough of them to 
fill a marble bathtub.” 

That, God, was, as you know, 
a little exaggeration. The flow- 
ers could have been huddled com- 
fortably in a medium size wash 
basin. But that’s the way I speak 





sometimes, A little man has to 


“As 


A BLUE DOOR OPENS IN 
WINSLOW, ARIZONA 


Cathy Maynard, director of the new unit of Madonna House, 
La Casa de Nuestra Senora, in Winslow, Ariz., arrived at that place 
with Theresa Davis and Phil Knight, on May 17th, the tenth anni- 
versary of the founding of Madonna House. They drove out in an 
old Buick car named Judie, the gift of Joe Walker and his family. 

Cathy -writes breathless letters about her adventures and 
those of Theresa and Phil. Maybe you'd like to read a few paragraphs. 

“We have been saying prime each morning right after Mass. 


in back, turn on the coffee while 


the priest unvests; then, after prayers, Theresa and I come for our 


Lord wouldn’t mind. They needed 
only a speck of re-assurance. 
Benediction started one 
leaned over and said to the other, 
‘We stink!’ His friend denied this. 
‘It’s not us,’ he whispered sav- 
agely. For a minute I wondered 
if it were I. There was no one 
else near us. 

“We got the men installed in 
a hotel. Both, at this time were 
ready to join the staff and give 
us the balance of their lives — I 
am glad I heard Dot Phillips’ 
talk about not being disappoint- 
ed because people let you down, 
because enthusiasm is sometimes 
short-lived. I was not too hope- 
ful, you see. 

“Well, the Brothers Christo- 
pher did come back. And you 
should have seen them work. 
Dedicated people could have 
learned from them. When I say 
they worked constantly, I mean 
constantly. Father and Phil rig- 
ged up two cots for them in the 
church hall. 

Dinner is Ready 

“One of them is a chef. Not a 
cook, a chef. I wish you could 
smell the aromas that are waft- 
ing out of our kitchen this very 
minute! He took one look at our 
food supply and said we had 
enough to last for months if we 
knew how to manage. The two 
may stay. They are talking of 
finding work here in Winslow 
and becoming volunteers. Still— 
well I’m praying! 

“Our new chapel has received 
its first donation, three complete 
sets of vestments, red, white, and 
green. On June Ist we got our 
blue door. It is, I think, the same 
shade as the front, door at M.H. 
Now we too can say: ‘lock for the 
house with Our Lady’s blue 
door.’ The Young Christian Stud- 
ents met here this morning; the 
Sacred Heart Women’s League 
met here this afternoon. 

“Bye now, that delicious meal 
is being brought out on _ the 
table.” 


talk big. 

A girl who lived in my loved 
one’s apartment house took the 
violets from my messenger, it 
developed, saying she would give 
them to her. Instead she wore 
them herself, that night. My girl 
never saw them. 

Now, Lord, is is You Who sends 
violets; and to me! I found whole 
fields of them here waiting to tell 
me of Your love. Talk about bath- 
tubs full! You, God, have a 
world full of them! And you 
never even mention the fact. You 
don’t talk big. Love never talks 
big. Nor does Power. Nor Majesty. 
Nor Mercy. 

A Silent Sermon 

I picked a Jack-in-the-pulpit, 
God, walking through the woods. 
He had on his purple vestments, 
and his pulpit was streaked with 
purple and brown and green and 
yellow and white. He preached 
a sermon in and by his silence, 
telling me something of the love 
of God for all His creatures. 

That reminded me of hearing 
Your voice in the Gesu church in 
Miami; and I spent some time 
wondering where I loved you 
most, where I heard you most 
plainly. Was it in the woods, the 
fields, the city streets, the shell- 
strewn shores, the blue and green 
striped sea, the beauty of this 
room in Madonna House, or in 
some church of chapel dedicated 
to You, or Your Mother, or some 
of Your Saints? 

I was wondering about Your 
Son Jesus, and His returning 
with Mary and Joseph — after 
they found Him in the temple of 
Jerusalem—of His goi home 
with them, and being subject to 
them. 

(Continued on Page Four) 
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WHERE LOVE IS — GOD IS 


Daily we could go to MASS. Daily we could 
abide in the love of Christ. Nay . . . by receiving Com- 
munion daily — could become one with that FIRE 
OF LOVE THAT IS.CHRIST .. . and thus know the 
riches of HIS SACRED HEART! 


Daily the Liturgy sings ... shouts... whispers 
to us... of THE LOVE OF GOD FOR MEN. The 
Liturgy, voice of HIS BRIDE, THE CHURCH, brings 
to us daily the secrets of that wounded HEART. 


But we are absent from the Liturgy, from the 
MASS, that is the BANQUET OF LOVE OF GOD 
FOR US — TO WHICH HE INVITES ALL OF US 
DAILY. 


Yes, alas, many of us are often absent from 
this, His love banquet . . . as well as from the Sacrifice 
of Love, the bloodless sacrifice renewed on our altars 
for us unto the end of time. 


WHY? Perhaps because the veil of our tepidity 

. our indifference . . . has become so thick that it 

has obscured even THE FIRE AND LIGHT OF THE 

SACRED HEART OF CHRIST. Strange that man can 

use his free will to blot out the infinite light of God’s 
love ... STRANGE AND FEARFUL! 


CATHOLICS OF THE MINIMUM! Of Sunday- 
Masses hurriedly attended. Of rare confessions and 
rarer Communions. The tentacles of their fear of 
God’s Justice clutch only now and then at the flow- 
ing mantle of His infinite mercy. But they take 
these clutchings as a sort of insurance against eternal 
damnation. 


CATHOLICS OF THE MINIMUM! What 
strange stunted lives are theirs! They shed so flick- 
ering a light into the stygian darkness of our modern 
world as to be barely noticed by it .. . or to be mistaken 
for the reflection of some forlorn neon sign. 


... How tragic a sight is that TEPIDITY .. . that 
INDIFFERENCE . . . THE HAPLESS EMETICS that 
make not only GOD VOMIT (the tepid I shall vomit 
out of my mouth but modern men retch! 


Men ache for the SOUND OF A MIGHTY 
WIND ... FOR THE SIGHT OF THE BURNING 
FURNACE OF LOVE THAT IS THE SACRED HEART 
OF CHRIST. Men hunger for the BREAD OF TRUTH 
THAT IS GOD... and thirst for THE LIVING WATER 
THAT IS THE LORD. 


Who should help them to the Upper Room 
from whence they shall hear the SOUND OF THE 
MIGHTY WIND, THE SPIRIT . . . THE ADVOCATE? 
Who should show them the way to THE SACRED 
HEART .. . SYMBOL OF GODS LOVE OF MEN? 
Who ‘should give them BREAD AND WATER TO 
EAT AND DRINK? 


THE CATHOLICS OF COURSE, who hold all 
these in our hands. But TEPIDITY AND INDIF- 
FERENCE are heavy burdens. They fill the hands 
of so many Catholics, alas, today ... make their 
steps slow and heavy . . . dim they eyes, so that they 
do not see the hunger of their neighbors . . . and 
clog their ears so that they shut out the cries of the 
thirsty. 


Busy about many things, they themselves 
barely seek the one thing that is necessary — THE 
KINGDOM OF GOD AND HIS LOVE. Can the blind 
lead the blind? 


Beloved . . . have mercy on us... in this the 
month of Thy Love... the month of Thy PRECIOUS 
BLOOD. Take us by the hand .. . and lead us to 
MASS .. . that we may see and hear the song Thy 
Bride, the Church, sings to you, BELOVED .. . that 
we may shed tepidity and indifference . . . that we 
may LOVE YOU BACK, AND, IN SO DOING, BURN 
A CLEAR FLAME OF LOVE — that will become 
a lamp to the feet of our neighbors and bring them 
to THEE, LIGHT OF THE WORLD, PRINCE OF 
PEACE, JOY EVERYLSTING! 


PAX I XT 

















THE B'S CORNER 


By Catherine Doherty 











Marian Centre, Edmonton, 
Alta. — The earth was dug deep. 
Deep and well. In an orderly 
pattern. Big mouthed bulldozers 
had bitten huge chunks of it, day 
after day. A fleet of busy trucks 
had picked up the good earth, 
which must once have been part 
of someone’s farm, and taken it 
away — wherever earth in cities 
has to go for its final resting 
place. 

Now bulldozers and trucks had 
departed, leaving a huge hole, 
which wasn’t a hole at all but 
the future basement of MARIAN 
CENTRE, as anyone familiar with 
the architect’s plans could see. 
The orderly pattern of basement 
and future building was right 
there, plainly laid out. 

Gray Epiphany, 1955 

I had just arrived from Com- 
bermere, and was on my way to 
Portland, Oregon and our new 
foundation. I stopped over at 
Marian Centre for a few days. 
And there I was, looking at the 
outlines of the future home of 
Marian Centre and its many 
guests to be — the transients of 
Edmonton whom Marian Centre 
had mothered for two years, and 
will continue to mother and feed 
in this new house. 

My heart was too full for words. 
It remembered a gray day in 
January, 1955. The day of the 
Manifestation of Christ to the 
Gentiles. Epiphany. I stood by 
a car that was to take slender 
little Dorothy Phillips, with the 
hundred dollars I had given her, 
to Edmonton. 

That hundred dollars was all 
I could spare. How little to start 
a foundation with! My heart 
twisted with compassion. My 
faith blazed a new trail to Christ’s 
Sacred Heart. In utter trust I 
lifted Dorothy and the ridiculous 
sum of money into it. God could 
do all things. 

Mary’s Month, 1957 

A year later I went to Edmon- 
ton on my official “visitation.” 
I made a little pilgrimage. I went 
to the good Sisters of the Precious 
Blood, and looked at the little 
room, cozy and warm, that their 
wondrous hospitality: had given 
Dorothy for the first three months 
of her stay. 

I stayed in that room. And I 
tried to encompass the doubts, 
the pains, she must have felt 
when trudging from morning to 
night, looking for a house to rent 
or buy ... that she might begin 
feeding and mothering the hap- 
less transients of the city. 

I could feel them all again now 
staring at the wounded earth 
before my eyes. Earth wounded 
in a beautiful pattern, one that 
would heal its wounds soon, the 
pattern of Mary’s hopice for those 
who, like her Son, had nowhere 
to lay their heads. 

I saw a slender walk-weary 
woman finally finding a house. . 
and buying it with the hundred 
dollars which God had increased 
in the meantime! I saw her sor- 
row when she was told, after 
settling in the house and fixing 
it up, and feeding the hungry 
for a spell, that she must move. 
The city wanted the property! 

I saw more trudgings. . . in 
sun-and rain ... more seekings 
of new premises in house-hungry 
Edmonton. . I saw _ tiredness 
feasting on her. She went on. She 
found the place on 98th street. 
Two houses. With enough ground 
to build on someday . . some far 
away day. Enough ground for a 
real big MARIAN CENTRE. 
There hungry men would have 
room to eat in comfort. There 
they could find a warm spot to 
rest between meals. There they 
would find, perhaps, a doctor’s 
office, where those sick with the 
sickness of alcohol, or the deeply 
hidden pains of the mind and 
soul, might be helped in private. 

When would that dream house 
of GOD’S AND MARY’S CARI- 
TAS be a reality? 

In May, 1957, it was outlined 
for me in the very earth of the 
Lord! 

Indeed this is the house that 
the Lord has planned. . . and it 


will endure! 


Two Years Only? 

What went into it? Cement? 
Cement bricks? Clay bricks and 
mortar? Wood? Yes, all of these, 
But oh. . how much more! The 
sweat and blood and tears of 
Dorothy. Her faith. Her persever- 
ance. Her work and prayers, and 
the labor and the fervor and the 
love of her ever changing staff! 

I woke from my pilgrrimage 
into the past and realized that 
my lips were repeating soundles- 
sly. .. ALLELUIA .. ALLELUIA 
. . ALLELULIA! 


What else could they say ex- 
cept that strange glad wordless 
prayer of one whose heart is too 
full for mere words of gratitude! 





ALLELUIA! I turned from the 
window and went into the dining 
room to celebrate Marian 
Centre’s _ birthday TWO 
LITTLE YEARS. . There was 
cake. There were friends. There 
were songs. There was Benedic- 
tion. There was the crowning of 
Our Lady and there was the Ro- 
sary! 

SO LITTLE AND YOUNG 
WAS MARIAN CENTRE. . AND 
SO. BIG IN THE GOODNESS 
AND MERCY OF GOD AND HIS 
GRACIOUS MOTHER! 

That second anniversary will 
remain to me an ALLE- 
LUIA DAY. . What else could it 
be but a day of gratitude. . for 


Dorothy . . for the staff. . . for|P 


the goodness of prelates, priests, 
and layfolks of Edmonton . . for 
God’s Charity . . and for our 
Lady’s presence and blessings. 
ALLELULIA! 








In His Name 


Has anybody a good mandolin, 
new or old, which could be given 
to a young girl? The lass had 
made up her mind to enter a 
convent, and all was ready for 
her when she contracted polio. 
She is still a victim, but she has 
sufficient use of her hands now 
to make music. How the good 

would love to hear that girl 
play a hymn or two to Our Lady 
and to Himself—through your 
sweet charity! 

The Rev. Mark Ch’en, a zeal- 
ous Chinese priest who reads and 
writes Engilish, is in need of 
books and spiritual literature 
His address is Studium Biblicum, 
70 Kennedy Road, Hong Kong, 
China. He wants them especially 
for school children. 

The sisters in charge of St. 
Teresa’s College for women, in 
Ernakulam, 1, Kerala State, 
South India, want to help their 
students studying medicine and 
nursing. They need microscopes, 
slides, laboratory tables, museum 
specimens, and other similar bits 
of equipment. They need, in cash, 
about $30,000. They say it is saf- 
est to send money by tal 
order. All donations should be 
sent to Sr. M. Digna, Principal. 














Agony in 
The Garden 


By Jose De Vinck 











Christ prayed according to the 
order of reason, but he expressed 
the fear of the flesh which at- 
tempted to avoid the Passion, and 
so He said: “Let this cup pass 
away from me.” But His rational 
will conformed to the will of the 
Father, and overcame the fear of 
the flesh, and so He said: “Not 
My will, but Thine be done.” And 
so the one will was not op 
to the other, for, as Hugh of St. 
Victor writes, “according to the 
divine will, He desired that which 
was just; according to the ration- 
al will, He accepted this justice; 
but according to the will of the 
flesh, He recoiled from the pain, 
but yet He did not oppose justice. 
And thus with one and the same 
will He did that which was His 
to do, and He followed that which 
was His to follow: the divine will 
of justice, the rational will of 


obedience, and the carnal will of. 


nature.” And while this happen- 
ed, there was not in Christ any 
conflict or struggle, but a pacified 
order, and an orderly peace. 

St. Bonaventure, “Breviloqu- 
ium,” IV-8-5. 

From translation of the works 
of St. Bonaventure, by Jose de 
Vinck, soon to be published by 
St. Anthony’s Guild, Paterson, 
N.J. 





Poverty of Mind 


By Fr. Patrick, O.F.M. Cap. 











Poverty of mind is humility par 
excellence! 

Before original sin, man’s 
mind was perfctly “POOR”. That 
is to say: it was perfectly clean, 
perfectly clear of all prejudice, 
of all error, of all strange ele- 
ments. It was as a pure vase in 
which Truth alone could find its 
way and stay. I say “a vase” be- 
cause indeed the intellect is a 
assive faculty; one is strong in- 
one’s receptivity. 

A Crack, A Leak 

After sin entered the world 
through disobedience, man’s in- 
tellect was overshadowed. The 
vase was cracked, so to speak, 
and it. began to “leak”. It lost its 

erfect receptivity to truth. And 
hat is how error, prejudice, and 
question marks’ entered the 
world. The intellect, clouded by 
sin, would now have to search 
painstakingly for truth. And in 
this arduous search, strange ele- 
ments would get mixed up with 
truth: the disordinate passions 
of fallen human nature. That is 
how the soul lost its original “op- 
enmindedness”’. The mind lost its 
clearness, its light, its purity... 
its “Poverty”. 

Christ came on earth to make 
up for all this. He knew how weak 
and dull man’s mind had become. 
That is why His teachings were 
so simple and to the point. Any 
man of goodwill might be able 
to understand and live up to 
them. As Saint Vincent de Paul, 
said our minds had become like 
narrow-necked bottles. That is 
why God poured His teachings in- 
to them very gently, very slowly, 
so that the most of it might go in. 


We Are Nothing 

And What did Christ teach us? 
—‘‘Blessed are the poor in 
spirit”. That is to say: Blessed 
are those who, seeing their 
limitations, accept and ENJOY 
it because it is good that He be 
all and we be nothing. 
“If I must boast”, said St. Paul, 
“T will boast of the things con- 
cerning my weakness.” I believe 
all is there: to love and enjoy our 
utter nothingness because that is 


The Forgotten God 

This goes to show how great 
should be our devotion to the 
Holy Ghost. The Third Person of 
the Blessed Trinity has been writ- 
ten about as “The Forgotten 
God” It is true. And to a certain 
extent it is normal. The role of 
the Holy Ghost is so hidden, so 
mysterious and deep that only 
the privileged can realize this 
and see Him at work in the 
depths of their soul. 

In our life of prayer, the Holy 
Ghost wilf teach us “Intellectual 
Poverty” by making even more 
clear to us the complication and 
falsity of our minds. He will show 
us how weak the mind is to dis- 
pel ignorance and prejudice; how 
pure and straight the mind 
should become before it may be 
flooded with the lights of contem- 
plation; how bright and pure and 
at ease it shall be when the Vis- 
ion of God in Heaven will be its 
possession for Eternity. 

The complexity and falsity of 
our minds come from the general 
disorder brought about by sin in 
all our faculties; mind, will, heart. 
and sense. 

Listen For His Voice 

In prayer this disorder is 
clearly manifested by the painful 
difficulty we experience in stop- 
ping ourselves once in a while in 
order to think, to study or to 
meditate. Yet those are all prop- 
er activities of the mind. Why is 
it so crucifying for the mind to 
think, for will to will, for the 
heart to love? Sin is the only an- 
swer to such abnormalities. Pov- 
erty in prayer will be the gradual 
corrective of all this chaos 
through the most efficient works 
of the Holy Ghost in us. That is 
why docility to His voice is so im- 
portant. 

Our minds are not “poor” in 
prayer — because they are prej- 
udiced. That happens when we 
hold so steadfastly to styles and 
methods of prayer that please 
and flatter ourselves much more 
than they please and glorify 
God. We must never forget that 
we have this inner divine Teach- 
er in us: The Holy Ghost. Our 
Spiritual life is often brought to 
a stop because instead of obey- 
ing meekly the inspirations of 
grace, our minds stick to forms 
of prayer that have too much of 
Self. 





the only “somethingness” that 
we have. Can there be anything 
more wonderful for a creature 
than to depend completely and 
lovingly on its Creator? This is 
true for man more than for any 
other, because man’s end, con- 
trary to all other creatures, is 
out of his natural reach. God 
Himself is the End of man. And 
God alone can raise man to this 
divine Super-natural level to 
which He calls him. 

So now our goal on earth is to 
live up to the simple and pure 
teachings of the Gospel and thus 
become “Poor” once more as we 
were in the beginning. The new- 
born child, is the perfect visible 
symbol of this our invisible ‘“Poy- 
erty” of yonder days. 

And what does the Lord’s Gos- 
pel teach us? To do away with 
what we often mistake for riches: 
prejudice, igmorance, and pride 
in all their subtle and disguised 
to their. original clarity, their 
forms. Thus we restore our minds 
original receptivity, their former 
emptiness of all but of the Truth. 
In other words we restore its or- 
iginal POVERTY. 

Now About Grace 

To enable us to accomplish 
such a thorough cleansing of our 
minds God has given us the prop- 
er means. First, the radical cap- 
acity to do so: (1) Redemption; 
(2) then the Church which is but 
Redemption daily applied to men 
as they come and go; (3) (the 
result of all this:) Interior Grace, 
which is the life-giving factor of 
our spiritual life. 

Once we are redeemed (all men 
are) and have _ received Faith 
through Baptism (our entrance 
into the Church), grace begins 
its works of wonder in us. It is 
through grace that our minds 
will be given back their true 
being: in simplicity, purity, 
“POVERTY”. 

As we all know, the Holy Ghost 
is the “Supervisor” of Grace in 
us. He is our inner Teacher, now 
that Christ has’ gone back to 
Heaven. “I shall send you the 
Paraclete,” said the Lord, “and 
He shall teach you all thinggs.” 
It is the Holy Ghost’s work to 
make us “poor” in mind as we 
were in the beginning, before the 
catastrophe of sin upset. the 
world. 

Therefore, all our efforts to be- 
come poor of mind whether in 
prayer or in action, are absolutely 
under the control of this Divine 
Teacher, abi in each one of 
us. It follows that OUR part will 
be to set our souls in an attitude 
of SILENCE, or EXPECTANCY, of 
READINESS. That is OUR part; 


and we this by the mere 
fact of it. He takes over 
from there. We find out that even 


this first aet of will to become 
poor of mind was possibly only 
through a given grace of His. 


If our minds were perfectly re- 
ceptive and “poor” they would 
never thus oppose the Holy 
Ghost speaking in them. The 
words of the Holy Ghost are but 
whispers. The soul must be in 
perfect silence and peace to hear 
them. So long as our minds are 
full of noise and commotion, we 
are not yet “POOR OF MIND”. 

It is heartening to know that 
as soon as we firmly want to be- 
come poor of mind, the Holy 
Ghost immediately gets to work 
in us; and if we perservere, He 
Himself will put in us this peace, 
this “Poverty”. 


COMBERMERE DIARY 


We are always discovering how 
wonderful people are, and how 
wonderfully God provides. Cathy 
Maynard’s letters of her trip to 
Arizona in the 1936 Buick — 
named Judie in honoor of St. 
Jude, the patron of impossible 
cases—mention the wonderful 
reception that was given to the 
group in Wichita, Kansas, and 
the many wonderful gifts that 
were given for their new work. 

Dot Phillips also tells us that 
ground has been broken and ce- 
ment foundations laid for the 
addition to the Marian Center. 

Mamie Legris tells us that an- 
other building has been added to 
Maryhouse which will house 15 
Indian boys who will be attend- 
ing the Catholic High School 
next September. 

In keeping with the established 
tradition, the new house in Port- 
land, Oregon will be named 
“Stella Maris” house. 

We know that this is mippreed 
to be a “Combermere Diary”, 
but we thought our friends would 
like to rejoice with us at the ex- 
pansion that is taking place in 
the lay apostolate. 

Our weekend roster swells with 
from twenty to forty-three guests 
per weekend. In the guest book 
we note that on the First Satur- 
day of June Father Curnow of 
Christ Church, New Zealand vis- 
ited us. He is full-time Chaplain 
for the Catholic Action groups 
there. Accompanying him were 
three Doctors of Philosophy from 
the National Research Council 
in Ottawa. One is from Spain, 
one from China, and one from 
New Zealand. 

We were also privileged to re- 
ceive a visit from Bishop Justin 
Field, O.P., of the West Indies, 
who evinced a deep ‘interest in 
rend type of work our groups are 
oing. 
Weedon't think you will be surprised 
when we tell you that the title of the 


small chapel at the Cana Colony is 
“Our Lady of the Lake.”” May She watch 

















over the swimmers during the holidays 
and keep them safe! hie ie : 
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EVEN IN DENTAL CHAIR 
OUR LOUIE ISN’T BORED 


By Louie Stoeckle 


Maryhouse, Whitehorse, Yukon — “Well, Luigi, you might 


enter dental college. There’s always an opening in that profession. 
Besides, a dentist is a man of influence; he has q certain amount 


of pull in his community.” 


It was during my first year at Madonna House, six summers 
ago, that Mr. D and I were discussing vocations. The idea of a dedi- 


cated “lay apostle” life was forei 


gn to my ears. So when the B or 


Mr. D spoke of the role of the laity in the Church, I listened. 


Draw One 

Half a dozen years have passed. 
It is May 31st... the feast of 
the Queenship of the Blessed 
Virgin Mary. Here in the Yukon 
it is a radiant summer day. Ma- 
donna House is far away, but it 
is easy to recall that conversation 
of 1951 as quoted above. You see, 
I am starting to write this article 
while seated in a dentist’s chair 
... anything can happen in the 
lay apostolate!!). 

Let me explain. The deadline 
for the Maryhouse article is to- 
night. So, says I to myself: 
“Louie, this is just the ideal at- 
mosphere for a little journalism, 
Yukon-style.” 

The dentist is occupied with 
another person at the moment, 
so my imagination is free to roam. 
The scene before me is one of 
those views that make me wish 
I could juggle words like Eddie 
Doherty . . . snow-capped moun- 
tains and blue sky. It’s one of 
those days you would like to 
write a “Thank-you-note“ to Al- 
mighty God. But then, all nature 
must surely have been alerted 
early in the day of Mary’s great 
feast. 

The sunrise was something to 
behold, not merly to look at but 
to behold. Not a movement in the 
air above. Not a sound in the 
whole of Whitehorse. The city 
was asleep. It was 2 A.M. 

Dawn at 2 A.M.! 

The R.C.M.P. phoned to ask 
if they could bring a fellow to 
our hostel. “He has just arrived 
in the Yukon — hitch-hiking 
from Edmonton — tired —broke 
— looking for a job. Can you give 
him a bed for the night... and 
perhaps a few meals?” 

Fortunately we had an extra 
bed. While I was waiting for the 

atrol car, I drank in the view 

fore St. Joseph’s House. Snowy 
mountains in the background. 
The green banks of the Yukon 
River in the foreground. And the 
dawn... it can only be described 
by Father Gene’s poem called 
“Marian Sunrise.” Read it some 
day. It is a classic. 

The long, summer days of the 
North have to be experienced to 
be appreciated. By June 21st-the 
sun hardly sets at all, but only 
dips below the horizon long 
enough to change its vestments. 

Father Gene, by the way, has 
been busy all week in his Cana- 
dian Army parish of Camp Tah- 
kini. He is host to Father Ryan, 
O.M.I., who came from Texas to 
preach missions throughout the 
Yukon. For that reason, Father 
Gene was unable to offer Mass 
at Maryhouse today. Father Bob 
Kotva from Our Lady of Guad- 
aloupe Indian Mission came in 
his stead. The feast of the Blessed 
Virgin Mary, Queen, is pregnant 
with joy. Anyone desiring an 
accurate translation of it can 
obtain a missal supplement from 
Benziger Brothers INC., or from 
any one of the better known Ca- 
tholic Publishing Companies. 

For Mary Kay 

After Mass we had a special 
ceremony called “The Prayer of 
the Travellers” for Mary Kay 
Rowland, Director of the Port- 
land, Oregon branch of Madonna 
House. 

Mary Kay was here for ten days 
to study our apostolate and the 
techniques thereof. It is not often 
that those of us in the Yukon 
House have visits from our co- 
workers in the other houses of 
the Institute. When we do, we 
learn from each other new ideas 
(or new applications of the old 
ideas), and better ways of serving 
Christ in our neighbor. 

During her stay, Mary Kay had 
occasion to meet some of the 
Oblate Missionaries of the Yukon, 
to observe their spirit of untiring 
zeal, and to learn how Maby- 
house, as a branch of a Secular 
Institute, fits into the Mission 
Picture. 

This For You 

Ss ng of pictures, have you 
seen “The Law of the Yukon”? 
Let Bishop Coudert, O.M.I., vet- 
eran missionary of the North, tell 
you about it: 

“Father Studer’s film, ‘The 
Law of the Yukon,’ is a fascin- 
ating documentary, truly repre- 
sentative of the life of our Mis- 
sionaries in the Vicariate Apos- 
tolic of Whitehorse. This zealous 
priest of the Far North has per- 
sonally taken all the original 
footage in the course of his five 

ars of missionary life in one of 
he most rugged portions of our 
Vicariate. Everywhere he traveled 
in care of his scattered flock, his 





cine-camera accompanied him, 
often in the most trying climatic 
conditions and with tempera- 
tures sometimes plunging to 60 
below zero. 

“I feel confident that this new 
film will be a source of inspiration 
to our young men and women of 
America and Canada, and an in- 
centive to the most generous 
among them to join the great 
army of volunteers for the Mis- 
sion Fields entrusted to the Ob- 
lates of Mary Immaculate, as 
well as to the other Missionary 
Societies in whose care are these 
distant and difficult reaches of 
the Far North. 

“All who view and enjoy this 
production may understand the 


command of Christ’s Vicar in 
|Rome to the Catholics of the 
world ...’ as true members of 


the Mystical Body of Christ, all 
Catholics must be missionaries 
by their prayers, their sacrifices, 
their exemplary life and their 
generous support of the holy 
cause of the Missions’.” 

This film is available from: 
“The Society for the Propagation 
of the Faith,” 1531 West Ninth 
Street, Los Angeles (15), Cali- 
fornia. 

Now, excuse me. Here comes 
the dentist. And he looks like a 
yank! 


ELISABETH 








Plea To Mary 


By Catherine O’Meara 











As rest is to the weary, 

As peace is after strife, 

As the goal is to the runner, 
As love is unto life— 

So Lady be thou to me. 


As the keep is to the castle, 
As the armour to the knight, 
As the shield is to the warrior, 
As a victory after fight — 
So Lady be thou to me. 


As gold is to the sunset, 
As light is to the dawn, 
As silence is to evening, 
As sunset is to morn — 
So Lady be thou to me. 


As the depth is to the ocean, 

As the song is to the lark, 

As the pipes are to the shepherds, 
As a beacon in the dark — 

So Lady be thou to me. 


As shadow in the desert, 
As balm is unto pain, 

As home is to the wanderer, 
As growth is after rain — 
So Lady be thou to me. 


As staff is to the pilgrim. 
As sign-post on the way, 
As inn is to the traveller, 
As day-star to the day — 
So Lady be thou to me. 


As music on my journey, 

As repose is after toil, 

As healer when I’m wounded, 
As my one and constant joy — 
So Lady be thou to me. 


O Lady of my spirit 

Keep close to guide my way 
I need you, Mary, always — 
But so very much today! 








Heart of Liturgy Is 
Sacrifice of The Mass 


By Paul Marx O.S.B. 











The very center and heart of 
the liturgy is the Holy Sacrifice 
of the Mass, the well-spring of 
all liturgical life. “It cannot pos- 
sibly be a depreciation of the 
other parts of the liturgy,” Fa- 
therVirgil Michel commented, ‘“‘to 
say that they radiate about the 
Mass as about their center, that 
they are in one way or another 
paths leading to, or streams flow- 
ing from the Mass.” 

The Sacrifice of the Mass sums 
up all the mysteries of our Lord’s 
redemptive life, ‘for as often as 
this memorial-sacrifice is cele- 
brated, the work of our redempt- 
ion is being enacted. 

Sacrifice Of The Mass 

To the Mass, Mother Church 
invites all the angels from the 
throne of God. In the Mass she 
commemorates all the saints in 
heaven, remembers all the suffer- 
ing souls in purgatory. She prays 
for all mankind as she joins the 
Redeemer of the world in offering 
to the Father His all-sufficient 
and most pleasant sacrifice, as 
this becomes also the sacrifice of 
all His members. 

For the Mass is indeed corpor- 
ate worship and the community 
sacrifice of the Mystical Body, of- 
fered by all “by the hands of the 
priest” and “in union with him” 
as Pius XII expounded in Medi- 
ator Dei. Before organized litur- 
gical efforts there must have been 
even more Catholics than today 
for whom the Mass was “the ex- 
clusive function of the priest,” 
the first perhaps but “just anoth- 
er devotion,” the “means” to 
make Christ present and Com- 
munion “available’ or much 
worse, an obligation to be ful- 
filled under the pain of sin. 

The sacrificial character of the 
Mass, the Mass as sacrifice-sacra- 
ment, the participation in com- 
mon sacrificial worship by all, the 
Eucharist as daily Food—an un- 
derstanding of these the move- 
ment has always furthered. And 
as Father said: 

“It is above all the general act- 
ion of the Mass that should. . 
inspire us . . . There every action 
of our lives must be centered, and 
thence it must derive its inspirat- 
ion. If we can learn again to of- 
fer our whole selves consciously 
on the altar of Christ’s own sacri- 
fice, our body and our soul, our 
actions and all the material pos- 
sessions we have; if we can re- 
alize better that this offering is 
made in union with all our breth- 
ren, and is made by each for all 
and by all for each; and if we can 
learn to grasp by growing degrees 
the sublimer truth that this offer- 
ing of ours is merged with the 
very sacrifice of Christ Himself— 
then indeed shall we be better 
able to assign to material goods 
their rightful place in human life 
and no more, and then too, shall 
we understand better that all we 
are and have is most solemnly 
dedicated to the service of God, 
to Him directly, as well as to the 
service of Him in all our fellow- 
men.” 

Church Continues 

The sacraments are of the very 
essence of the life of the Church 
and so, of her liturgy. Through 
an infinite and loving condescen- 
sion, the Son of God accommo- 
dated Himself to man by taking 
on a human nature, thus coming 


-linto the world in visible human 


form and accomplishing our re- 
demption by visible actions and 
signs. After the Ascension, 
Christ’s redeeming work passed 
into the sacramental order, and 
so, through visible actions and 
signs through the sacraments 
that is—the Church now contin- 
ues our Lord’s redemptive acts. 
Ranging around the Mass or the 
Eucharist “as their central sun” 
are the other sacraments, chan- 
nels of Christ-life to souls. 

All the other sacraments are 
directed to the Eucharist, draw 
from it the light and life that 
is Christ and are consumated 
in it. The sacraments are the 
actions of Christ reaching into 
souls and preparing them for 
the more worthy offering of the 
supreme Sacrifice, for the ever 
greater sharing in the fruits 
of that Sacrifice and for the 
living out of these fruits in all 
the aspects of life. 

In the beautiful expression of 
the Holy Father, “Christ acts 
each day to save us, in the sacra- 
ments and in His holy Sacrifice.” 

The sacraments are social and 
have.as their whole purpose the 
building up of the Mystical Body 
of Christ, the spreading of the 
Christ-life in the souls of men. As 
Michel described this: 

“Baptism is the birth into this 
life; Confirmation the attain- 
ment of maturity. Penance and 
Extreme Unction restore the lost 
life or heal its wounds and 
strengthen its weakness. Holy 





Orders and matrimony provide 
for the propagation of the Christ- 
life on earth; the former trans- 
mitting the spiritual powers for 
ministering the divine life to 
men, the latter providing in a 
holy partnership with God for 
the birth of children into the 
world so that these may in turn 
be born anew into the life di- 


vine.” 
Dying To Self 

Every participation in a sacra- 
ment f a dying to self, so that 
we might live more for God, and 
for the greater service and love of 
God’s children, actual or pe - 
tial fellow-members in the Mysti- 
cal Body of Christ. 

To the Catholic steeped in sub- 
jectivism and individualism, un- 
aware that the Church’s life is 
organic and her sanctity corpor- 
ate, it comes as a distinct shock 
to realize for the first time that 
every grace he receives is given 
also for the benefit of the fellow- 
ship; that all sin is social; that 
there is no_ spiritual isolation; 
that the Mystical Body is more or 
less holy, more or less effective, 
depending on how each member 
lives the Christ-life and that “all 
members aye co-responsible for 
the spiritual growth of the en- 
tire Mystical Body.” 

To understand the liturgy is| 
to see it as eminently social, for 
the performance of the liturgy 
entails the actuation of the whole} 
Church, the liturgy being the ex- 
ternal expression of the Church’s 
inner, spiritual, organic life. 
Through the liturgy the Church 
dispenses the gifts of God out of 
the common treasury of the 
merits of Christ and the saints. | 
In the liturgical prayers she is| 
constantly giving expression to 
the solidarity existing between 
the threefold divisions of the 
Communion of Saints. In view of 
the foregoing therefore, the litur- 
gical movement is a spiritual-so- 
cial movement par excellence. 

For All of Us 

Intimately related to the sacra- 
ments and fundamental in the 
ideology of the liturgical move- 
ment is the emphasis given to the 
participation of all the faithful in 
the priesthood of Christ. This 
again entails a right understand- 
ing of the Mystical Body, the 
very core-idea of the liturgy, just 
as it entails a correct understand- 
ing of the function of the sacra- 
mental characters in Christian 
worship and the apostolate. 
The Protestant reformers denied 
the ministerial or special priest- 
hood of mediating human beings. 
They high-lighted the common or 
general priesthood of all the bap- 
tized. Naturally Catholic theo- 
logians reasserted, in the polem- 
ics that followed, what the re- 
formers had denied and played 
down what the latter had over- 
emphasized. 

In the course of time there 
passed out of Catholic conscious- 
ness to a very large extent, an ap- 
preciation of the laity’s share in 
the priestly power of Christ by 
virtue of the characters of Bap- 
tism and Confirmation. 

With the loss of this appreciat- 
ion went the idea of active partic- 
ipation in the life and worship of 
the Church. Once that was lost, 
participation in the apostolate, 
lost its basis also. Yet, only from 
the viewpoint of the general 
share in the priesthood of Son 
of God can the true role of the 
layman in the Mystical Body be 
properly understood. 


INVASION 


By Carmel Bride 

















“Quasi fluvium pacis et quasi 
torrentem inundantem”’ Isaias 
66, 12. 

The things that I had known and 
loved, 

(Things of a child now set aside). 

My fondest hopes, my dreams, 
desires, 

My petty loves — all crucified! 

For I have suffered seige and fall, 

Invasion more imperative 

Than mighty river’s seaward tide. 

Demanding more the more I 
give, 

This inundating torrent swept 

Across my soul, and only left 

Abysses in me, voids that cried 

To be filled up — 

I did not know 

Nor guess this was the way she 
trod 

Who made in me a place for God. 


Here was a peace, undoing all, 
Which left no refuge for my 


pride, 

When, clothed in sanctities, she 
came 

To fill the deeps that ached and 
cried. 

How could I know this way she 
trod 


To make in me a place for God? 


As He is infinite, immense, 

My bonds and boundaries undone 
She set around my finity 

The freedom of the Holy One. 

O Torrent, River, Presence, flow 
And flow again, Mother of God 
Fecund with life, to be in me 





Capacity — a place for God. 





The Crusade 


Those who took part in the }! 
presentation of a “diadem” of 
Rosaries and acts of reparation 
to Our Lady of Unity — the 
fruits of the crusade waged by 
the Crusaders of Our Lady of 
Unity — will be glad to know 
that the diadem consisted of 
more than seven million Ros- 
aries, and uncountable acts of 
reparation. Fr. Emilian Shon- 
ka, O.S.B., of Lisle, Ill., who 
was in charge of the crusade, 
feels that Our Lady was well 
pleased. 


What About Flowers 
For the Little Flower? 


The Most Rev. Jas. A. McNulty, 
bishop of Paterson, N.J., is col- 
lecting a bouquet for St. Therese. 
He writes as follows: 
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Dear friend of the Little Flow- 
err: Letters from many parts of| 
the world have been received at| 
the Carmel in Lisieux, France, 
urging the Cause of Beatification 
and Canonization in favor of the 


| beloved parents of Saint Therese 


of the Child Jesus and of her four 
holy sisters who were exemplary 
religious. 

They are: Sister Genevieve | 
(who still lives at the Carmel in 
Lisieux), Mother Agnes of Jesus 
Sister Mary of the Sacred Heart, 
and Sister Frances Teresa. 

As individuals and as Catholic 
parents, they exemplify the high- 
est ideal of Christian living. Their 
home was a nursery of sanctity. 
They lovingly gave to God their 
exemplary children. They would 
be cherished models for the home 
today. 

His Excellency, Most Reverend 
Andre Jacquemin, D.D., Bishop 
of Bayeux, has begun the prelim- 
inary Diocesan Process. 

At this time it is customary 
and useful to address letters to 
His Holiness indicating interest 
in the Cause. 

A petition is not made for the 
Beatification but simply to un- 
dertake the Cause of these Ser- 
vants of God. A separate letter is 
needed for each of the parents. 

If your love and devotion to the 
Little Flower inclines you to 
write such letters, you may send 
them to me and I shall be happy 
to forward them to the Sacred 
Congregation of Rites in Vatican 
City. 

May God bless and reward 
you and may Our Lady of the 
Smile gladden your heart as She 





rejoiced the heart of Saint Ther- 
ese of the Child Jesus. Devotedly 
yours in Christ, «James A. Mc- 
Nulty. 

His address is 24 De Grasse St. 
Paterson, N.J. 


Prayer 








Some Holy Spirit 


|Replace the tension within us 


with a holy relaxation, 


| Replace the fear within us with 


with a sacred calm, 

Replace the anxiety within us 
with a quiet confidence, 

Replace the fear fithin us with 
a strong faith, 

Replace the bitterness within us 
with a gentle light, 

Replace the coldness within us 
with a loving warmth, 

Replace the night within us with 
Thy day, 

Replace the winter 
with Thy Spring, 

Straighten our crookedness, 

Fill our emptiness, 

Dull the edge of our pride, 

Sharpen the edge of our humility, 

Light the fires of our love, 

Quench the flames of our lust, 

Let us see ourselves as Thou see- 
seest us, 

That we may see Thee as Thou 
hast promised, 
And be fortunate 

Thy word, 
“Blessed are the pure of heart, 

for they shall see God.” 

Rev. John J. Dougherty, S.S.D. 


within us 


according to 





Spiritual 


Direction 











We can judge from this, that 
if true directors are rare, true 
spiritual children are none the 
less so, because there are very few 
persons who aspire to sanctity 
through the way of the cross 
and continually dying to them- 
selves. There are many devout 
persons, but devout in their own 
way, guiding themselves accord- 
ing to their own ideas, following 
a certain routine of exterior prac- 
tices, but suiting their devotion 
to their self-love, and not having 
the least idea of real prayer, of 
the real mortification of the 
heart. However this may be, 
nothing is more important for 
souls who sincerely wish to give 
themselves entirely to God, than, 
Ist, to be thoroughly convinced 
of the necessity of a_ director; 
2nd, to make a good choice of 
one; and, 3rd, to make use of him 
according to the designs of God, 
when they have once chosen 
him. Rev. J. Grou, S.J. 











Raym 
is known as the “electronics 
and also as Mr. Maintenance, or Mr. Fixit. Ray came to 


Combermere several times, to 


wrench, a pair of pliers, a bit 
bulb, a used battery, or even 





OUR OWN WHO’S WHO 


ond Michael Fecteau, originally of Toronto, 


she was a Staff Worker in M.H. Something about the place, 
and the spirit of the lay apostles, got under his skin. 


He became a staff worker applicant in September, 
1954; and on April 6 of the following year he made his 
first year’s profession. His sister, incidentally, fell in love 
with one of Madonna House’s frequent visitors and bene- 
factors, Ranald Hay, and is now his wife. Ra 
years studying electronics, and took speci 
practical mechanics and practical carpentry. He has the 
reputation of being able to do anything with a monkey 


repair radios, build hi-fi sets out of junk, string phone 
wires, assemble an engine out of only half its nec 
parts, and even make a broken alarm clock alarm a 
Sluggard as it did when it was new. 


Ray is the son of Mr. and Mrs. Frederick J. Fecteau, 
95 Hollywood Crescent, Toronto. 
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wizard”’ of Madonna House, 


see his sister Lorraine, when 


spent three 
training in 


of wire, an old electric light 
a rusty piece of tin. He can 
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COOKING WITH MARY 


Summer is. upon us. Have you 
ever tried COLD SOUPS? This is 
the time for such a_ delectable 
dish. Let us see. Take BORSCH, 
the Russian national dish. It can 

e made in a jiffy in any kitchen 
of Canada or U.S.A. 

COLD BORSCH 

1 TAKE CANNED BEETS (diced 
. .. small or sliced as you pa 
fer) AS MANY CANS AS THE 
SIZE OF YOUR FAMILY AND 
THEIR APPETITES DICTATE. 
POUR CONTENT OF EACH 
CAN INTO A NICE PRETTY 
BOWL. TO EACH CAN OF 
JUICE ADD HALF A CAN OF 
WATER (cold). 

3 TAKE ONE ONION TO EACH 
CAN. GRATE FINE. ADD ON- 
ION JUICE AND GRATINGS 
TO THE BOWL. 

IF YOU HAVE DILL GROW- 

ING FRESH AND GREEN IN 

THE GARDEN, GET SOME 

(you can grow it on your 

windowsill too. A good cook 

should) CUT UP A PINCH OF 

ITS FEATHERY GREENS. 

PUT INTO BOWL. 

TAKE SWEET OR SOUR 











LOVE LETTER 


(Continued from Page One) 
Human and Divine 

I thought it was only natural, 
im a way, that He should be sub- 
ject to them—even though he is 
God—because they were human- 
ly speaking, vested with full au- 
thority over Him. Weren’t they 
His parents? 

Then You said, so gently Lord 
that the full significance of 
Your words took a long time fil- 
ling my empty head, “Jesus is 
subject to You too, and to all 
others, in Communion. He goes 
into the Nazareth of your body. 
He is subject to your adoration 
and your love, or your neglect or 
abuse. The Lover is subject to 
the beloved! The Lord God Al- 
mighty is subject to His crea- 
tures! You have found Him in 
the Temple. Let Him abide with 
you always. But be careful what 
you subject Him to. Someday 
you will be subjected to His 
judgment.” 

How can You love us so, God, 
that You subect Yourself to us? 
I know. It is beacuse Your love 
is infinite. We talk of being Your 
Slaves, or Mary’s, we little blobs 
of clay. But You are truly the 
Slave! Your Own love makes you 





CREAM (if finances do _ not 
permit, evaporated milk will do 
nicely), ADD SAME TO TASTE 
...IN RUSSIA TWO TABLE- 
SPOONS OF CREAM ARE 
PUT TO A SERVED PLATE. 
YOU CAN USE THAT PRO- 
PORTION WITH THE EVA- 
PORATED MILK TOO. 
PUT IN A FEW CUBES OF 
ICE, OR COOL IN “FRIG” 
FOR HOURS BEFORE SERV- 
ING. 
7. SERVE ... IF YOU LIKE 
BEETS, IT IS A TREAT. 
COLD CUCUMBER SOUP 
TAKE ENOUGH CANNED 
ASPARAGUS OR MUSHROOM 
SOUP CANS FOR THE SIZE 
OF YOUR FAMILY (or if very 
thrifty, make you own cream- 
ed asparagus, carrot, or mush- 
room soup). 
DILUTE EQUALLY 
COLD WATER. 
COOL IN ““FRIG’: TWO 
HOURS BEFORE SERVING. 
FIVE MINUTES BEFORE 
SERVING, ADD PARED 
FRESH FIRM SLICED CU- 
CUMBERS. TO MAKE SOUP 
ENOUGH FOR A FAMILY OF 
SIX — SIX “CUKES.” ADD 
LITTLE GREEN FINELY 
CHOPPED ONIONS. 
5 SERVE. ENJOY. 


EMBROIDERY KIT 


Materials and instructions for 
making linen wall hanging 


Grace Before Meals 


designed by Adé Bethune 


1 


WITH 





Simple yarn embroidery on 
pale green linen. 


Finished size 36” by 36” 
The kit complete—$6.50 


ST. LEO SHOP, Inc. 
118 Washington St. 
NEWPORT, R. I. 


A non-profit corporation for 
the liturgical apostolate 














“INFORMATION CENTRE 


(Continued from Page One) 

To anyone wanting informat- 
ion on any article of faith, or 
customs of Catholics and their 
Church, the Centre stands ready 
to supply it by mail. Instruction 
Courses for ill-instrueted Cath- 
olics and for Non-Catholics, By 
Mail are available free of charge. 

Research work for those inter- 
ested in reviving Church racks 
... What a wonderful bit of Cath- 
olic Action this would be in many 
parishes. .. or in seeking material 
for study clubs or lectures, or 
personal and parish pamphlet 
shelves! 

Nothing pertaining to 
CATHOLIC FAITH AND 
CHURCH is alien to the Centre. 
Miss Langlois prays and hopes 
she will be inundated with re- 
quests. Her total dedication to 
Christ, under vows, makes her 
most eager to serve anyone with 
any kind of information on the 
above subjects. 

Edmontonians should also re- 
member that daily, except Sun- 
day, there is a noon-day Mass 
(12.10) at the Centre. Be sure 
to bring Non Catholics to it and 
also to get acquainted with the 
Centre and its efficient and well 
trained director. 

A special most cordial invitat- 
ion is extended to new Converts 
who may wish to find out more 
about its inexhaustible treasures. 
Edmonton converts should make 
the Centre their Headquarters. 

Whatever your pertinent prob- 
lem, don’t forget—Miss Marite 
Langlois, Catholic information 
Centre 10012—102nd Ave. Ed- 
monton, Alberta, Telephone 
42295. Write . . . Phone Visit. . 


our slave! 

Lord, I may get drunk with 
awe and happiness, drinking in 
too much of that sublime 
thought. 

No Burning Bush 

I wondered too why I am so 
calm when I know You are close 
by; when I am positive You are 
speaking to me. I wonder why 
I do not get out of bed and 
fall on my knees — if I am on 
my back when I hear You — or 
why I keep on sitting or standing 
or walking just as if You were 
not there, why I even keep my 
hat and shoes on in Your pres- 
ence. 

I do not need Your burning 
bush to tell me I am on holy 
ground in these moments when 
You address me, Lord. I feel no 
raptures, no awe, no fear, and 
no need to show You my pro- 
found respect and love. I am, I 
guess, like a child in the presence 
of its Father; not at all like a 
sinner confronted by Almighty 
God. 

I am like my grandmother, I 
guess, on her first trip from Done- 
gal to New York. She had a room 
in the hold of a small vessel, and 
two babies in bed with her. A 
hundred years and more ago 
that was! A frantic woman dash- 
ed into her tiny cabin, hair 
streaming and clothes soaking 
wet. ‘““‘Wake ye, woman dear,” she 
cried. “Up on deck with ye and 
yours. ’Tis a frightful storm. The 
ship is doomed. Not one of us will 
see the dawn! Up and dress and 
make your peace with God!” 

My grandmother did not yawn. 
She did not even more. “Arrah,” 
she said, “if it’s down we go, it’s 
up we go. And if it’s die we must, 
it is best to die comfortably in 
bed.” 

And No Trilliums 

I spent glad moments in the 
woods, Lord, visiting old rocks, 
old trees, old poplar groves where 
the nice red mushrooms grow in 
autumn, old jumbles of wild rose 
briars, old patches of white and 
gold strawberry blossoms, old 
glades and hillsides where You 
and I have met and talked so 
often in these last few years. I 
looked for trilliums, but they had 
had their day. 

How many years ago was it, 
God, that I went searching for 
those beautiful fresh green and 
purple symbols of the Trinity? It 
was the time Father John Ireland 
Gallery said the first Mass in 
Madonna House. 

We had no chapel then, nor 
anything but a dream of having 
one someday. Now we have three. 
One in Madonna House. One in 
the Cana Colony at St. Annes. 
One, to be furnished soon, in our 
new farm on St. Benedict’s acres. 

Father Callahan took me to 
see the Cana Colony Chapel, Our 
Lady of the Lake, the night I 
came home from Florida. It was 
not yet sunset and there was 
plenty of light. It was a beautiful 
sight. The front is shaped like a 
trillium leaf, God. At least it is a 
triangle. It is also shaped like a 
Delta Wing jet. plane, a pyramid, 
or a pair of praying hands. Work 
began on it while I was away. It 
was fast work, Lord, and good 
work. The chapel will be ready 
when the first families come to 
spend their vacations in the cot- 
tages nearby. 

Boys and Girls 

The carpenters had gone for 
the day, Lord; but a number of 
our boys were still at work about 
the place. And there were a num- 
ber of women there too, giving 
what help they could. A chapel 
is a tremendous blessing, and we 
cannot do enough to show You 





Our Lady waits for you there. 


our gratitude and our love. 


It was another evening when I 
visited St. Benedict’s. Is it only 
300 acres? It seems much more 
to me. It is a glorious place, and 
from the crest of its main hill 
one can see almost to heaven. 

Here, too the men of Madonna 
House were at work. And two of 
our women were getting the 
hause in a liveable condition for 
the farming crew. The boys will 
live there. Four or five of them. 
Maybe six. Kathleen and Alma 
were working hard to make sure 
they had comfort as well as 
beauty. 

They found an old fashioned 
cradle. They boiled it clean, and 
then stood it up so that it made 
a niche for a statue. Where the 
baby’s head once rested they 
planted flowers, in rich earth. 
Above this—with its head where 
the baby’s feet once kicked—they 
put a likeness of Your Master- 
piece, Our Own Mary. The cradle 
has become a shrine! 

They fashioned some furniture, 
a table, a desk or two, some 
chests in which the men could 
store their clothing and other 
possessions, and some chairs. 
The chairs are not what one will 
see anywhere else. They were or- 
dinary nail kegs. The girls paint- 
ed them a delicious red, and put 
bands of glossy black 





| neat 


}around them. They then cut up| 


red table cloths and red and blue 
bandana handkerchiefs, stuffed 
them, and made cushions out of 
them. 


STMARTHA 
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They found an old sleigh in 

one of the outbuildings. They 
steam-cleaned this, or parboiled 
it or something, put some pillows 
in it, covered it with a wine red 
terry cloth; and Lo! they had an 
exquisite couch! They also did 
ingenius tricks with an old sabot 
and a wheel that had lost its 
buggy. 
I went slowly up the hill, and 
found a five-leaf clover. This to 
me, is always a sign of Your 
blessing, and Our Lady’s, and St. 
Joseph’s. I see Father, Son, and 
Holy Ghost in those five leaves, 
and Mary and Joseph, I also see 
Your Son’s five wounds. A four- 
leaf clover is good. A five-leaf 
clover is better. 

Thank You, God, for the flow- 
ers, the chapels, the new farm, 
and everything else. Thank you, 
even more, for the letters that 
came in the mail since my return 
—-letters sent to me in Florida, 
and mailed back by some haras- 
sed hotel clerk. They meant much 
to me. They bore scraps of news. 
They also bore a warm affect- 
ion! 

Kopasetic Is O.K. 

“Everything kopasetic here . . 
Scapular will probably have her 
puppies today or tomorrow .. . 
miss your blarney. . . ’by the rows 
of onions we wept as we remem- 
bered you, Oh Mr. Dee... loving- 
ly in Our Lady .. .” 

And words with depths to 
them: “Isn’t it something, the 
way Our Lady plans timetables? 
On Father Gene’s departure for 
the Yukon, and the kids’ leav- 
ing for Portland and Arizona, 
and now, today, your wife’s start- 
ing out west, the same phrase 
comes up in the Mass; ‘I go to 
the Father.’ We do truly live in 
the shadow of God’s wings — 
about our Father’s business.” 

There was also a letter from 
the lady of the violets. Thank 
You exceedingly for that. 

And if you still think, God, 
that I could have fitted those 
violets more neatly into a bowl 
than a wash basin—well all I 
meant to say was that there more 
than two violets in the bunch. 
Thank You, God, for Louie and 
for Florida. Thank you for Com- 
bermere, -and all I have here! 

Thank You for Your Soh, and 
for Your Mother. 

I love You. Let me love You 
more, 

Your slug-a-beddy Eddie. 





What Is An Agnus Dei? 


A visitor to Madonna House 
recently asked one of our priests 
about the “Agnus Dei.” She had 
heard there was such a thing, 
she said. It was, she believed, 
something “sacramental and 
holy.” But she had never seen 
one. What, exactly was it? 

Perhaps there are others like 
her among the millions of Cath- 
olics in the western world. It was 
probably for them that the Rev. 
Father Charles Hugo Doyle wrote 
“The Forgotten Sacramental” in 
the April Oratory, published by 
the Religious of the Holy Cross, 
in Montreal. The Rev. Fr. Willi- 
am T. Belyea, editor of the maga- 
zine, has graciously permitted 
RESTORATION to reprint the 
article in part. We feel it is well 
worth printing. 

He Should Knew 

Fr. Doyle, the author of Cana 
Is Forever, The Life of Pope Pius 
XII, Sins of Parents, and other 
books, comes from Kingston, 
Ont., Canada. He was ordained in 
1928 for the archdiocese of Ed- 
monton, Alberta. He is now chap- 
lain of Ladycliff College, High- 
land Falls, N.Y. 

By Rev. Charles Hugo Doyle. 

I read somewhere that when 
the construction of the bridge 
over Niagara Falls was initiated, 
the engineers were confronted 
with the problem of how to get 
the first cable over to the oppos- 
ite side. Someone came up with 
the idea of using a kite and it 
proved successful. You see when 
the Kite soared high in the air 
it floated across the wide expanse 
and when it dropped to the 
ground on the opposite shore the 
workmen were able to haul in 
the string to which a light chain, 
had been attached, the wire had 
on the end of it a light chain, and 
the chain, in turn, drew after it 
a strong piece of cable, and so 
the bridge began. 

Like a Bridge 

The sacramentals of Holy Mo- 
ther Church perform much the 
same sort of service in spiritual 
bridge building. Sacramentals of 
themselves do not save souls, but 
they are means of _ securing 
heavenly help for those who use 
them properly and devoutly. 

A sacramental is a sacred ob- 
ject or religious action which the 
Catholic Church uses, in imitat- 
ion of the sacraments, for the 
purpose of obtaining spiritual 
forces especially through her in- 
tercession. It is important to re- 
alize that there-is a vast differ- 
ence between the sacraments and 
sacramentals. The seven sacra- 
ments were instituted by Christ; 
the sacramentals were founded 
by the church. The sacraments 
produce grace directly in the 
soul; sacramentals never directly 
confer an increase of sanctifying 
grace but they give us the help 
of grace necessary to make it 
sanctifying grace or the forgive- 
ness of sin. 

It All Depends 

It must be noted that while 
sacramentals have their power, 
primarily, through the interces- 
sion of the Church, much de- 
pends upon the disposition of 
the minister and the recipient. 
The bringing of the Ark of the 
Covenant on to the field of. battle 
provided no special benefit to the 
Jews when they had incurred 
God’s wrath by their sins. (1Kgs. 
IV.) To produce their maximum 
effect, sacramentals must be 
used with confidence, reverence, 
and abiding faith, for they profit 
little those who place no confi- 
dence in them, any more than 
prayer profits a man who does 
not ask in faith, nothing waver- 
ing. (Jas. 1:6.) 

It is deplorable to see one of 
the most ancient and potent 
sacramentals of the Church so 
little known and used in this 
modern age—that sacramental 
being the AGNUS DEI. It is the 
writer’s fondest hope that this 
article will help revive and in- 
crease the use of Agnus Deis here 
in the Western Hehisphere and 
that from this bastion of free- 
dom, thousands of Agnus Deis 
will find their way behind the 
iron and bamboo curtains of the 
domworld to succor, support and 
strengthen those who suffer_ for 
their faith, under, what His Em- 
inence Francis Cardinal Spell- 
man recently termed “Soviet 
Satans.” 

Lamb of God 


God) has been given to certain 
wax discs impressed with the 
figure of a lamb and blessed by 
the reigning Pope in the first 
year of his pontificate and every 
seven years thereafter. ey are 
sometimes round, sometimes oval 
or oblong and they in size 
from an inch to six inches in dia- 
meter. On one side there is a re- 
clining lamb with a kalo around 
its head and an unfurled banner 
floating from a_ cross-topped 
staff, while on the reverse side 
there is the imprint of a crucifix 





and two adoring angels on either 
side of the Crucified Christ. 


- 
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The name Agnus Dei (Lamb of | 


Pope Benedict XIV, in 1752, 
stated the mystic meaning of the 
impressions on the Agnus Dei to 
be, as follows: they are made of 
pure wax as symbolical of the hu- 
man nature of Christ who took 
flesh in the most pure womb of 
His Blessed Mother without stain 
of sin: the figure of the lamb is 
symbolical of that Immaculate 
Lamb Who was immolated on the 
Cross for the salvation of the hu- 
man race: they are immersed in 
Holy Water, having made 
use of the element, both in the 
old and new _ dispensations to 
work many miracles; they are 
mixed with balsam to signify the 
sweet savor of Christ. The chrism, 
which is another ingredient, is 
symbolic of chastity. 

The origin of this sacramental 
is lost in antiquity. Abbe Du- 
chesne traces the use of discs of 
blessed wax stamped (frequent- 
ly) with the figure of a lamb to 
the time of Pope Zosimus (417- 
418). There is no doubt at all 
about their being in use in 820 
since the blessing is described 
in detail by Amalarius. 

A summary of the special vir- 
tues as cited by Popes Urban V, 
Paul II, Julius ITI, Sixtus V and 
Benedict XIV include these ben- 
efits: 

They foster piety, banish tepi- 
dity, preserve from vice and dis- 
pose to virtue. 

They cancel venials sin and 
purify from the stain left by 
grievous sin after it has been re- 
mitted in the sacrament of pen- 
ance. 

They banish evil spirits, deliver 
from temptation and preserve 
from eternal ruin. 

They are a protection from a 
sudden and unprovided death. 

The dispel fears occasioned 
by evil spirits. 

In IlIness or Health 

They are a protection in com- 
bat, and have power to ensure 
victory. 

They deliver from poison and 
from the snares of the wicked. 

They are excellent preventat- 
ives against sickness and are 
also an efficacious remedy—es- 
pecially in cases of epilepsy. 

They hinder the ravages of 
pestilence, of epidemics and in- 
fectious diseases. 

They quiet the winds, dissipate 
hurricanes, calm whilrwinds, and 
keep away tempests. They save 
from shipwreck and the danger 
of lightning and floods. As a mat- 
ter of fact, St. Pius V had re- 
course to this expedient when the 
Tiber was in flood and seemed 
likely to submerge the City, and 
we are told that when an Agnus 
Dei had been thrown into the 
river, the angry waters at once 
subsided. 

They preserve mothers and 
babies from peril and bring about 


a safe and easy delivery. 

Queen Elizabeth I 
An idea of the potency of this 
sacramental and the prevalence 
of its use in England in the time 
of Queen Elizabeth, the First 
(1555-1603) is pointed up by the 
fact that “Bloody Bess” had the 
parliament pass a law that “if 








any person shall bring into the 
realm of England any token or 
tokens, thing or things called. or 
named by the name of Agnus Dei 
(which said Agnus Dei is used to 
be specially hallowed and conse- 
crated, as it is termed by the 
Bishop of Rome in his own per- 
son) and shall deliver the same 
to any subject, he shall incur the 
penalty of Praemunire.” This se- 
vere punishment “placed the of- 
fender out of the monarch’s pro- 
tection and his lands and tene- 
ments, goods and chattels forfeit 
to the ruler and his body shall 
remain in prison at the ruler’s 
pleasure.” 

How many persons suffered 
persecution for the devout wear- 
ing of Agnus Deis we shall never 
know, but it is certain that these 
sacramentals fostered piety. 
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Sheep and Lambs 


It was a sheep, and not a lamb, 
that went astray, 

In the parable Jesus told; 

It was a grown up sheep that 
wandered away 

From the ninety and nine in the 
fold. 


Out on the hillside, out in the 
cold, 

It was a sheep the Good Shepherd 
sought; 

Back to the fold, back to the fold, 

It was a sheep the Good Shepherd 
brought. 


Now why should the sheep be so 
carefully fed 

And cared for still today? 

Because there is danger if they 
go wron 

They will lead the lambs astray. 


For the lambs will always follow 
the sheep, 

Wherever they wander, wherever 
they stray. 

If the sheep go wrong, it will,not 
be long 

*Til the lambs are as wrong as 
they. 


So still with the sheep we must 
earnestly plead, 

For the sake of the lambs today: 

IF the lambs are lost, what a 
terrible cost 

Some sheep will have to pay! 
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